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Those glistring arms that heaven with light did fill,

He roused himself full blithe, and hastened them until...

His flaggy wings, when forth he did display.

Were like two sails9 in which the hollow wind

Is gathered full9 and worketh speedy way:

And eke the pennies,1 that did his pinions bind,

Were like main-yards with flying canvas lined;

With which whenas him list2 the air to beat,

And there by force unwonted passage find,

The clouds before him fled for terror great*

And all the heavens stood still amazed with his threat.

His huge long tail9 wound up in hundred foldsy
Does overspread his long brass-scaly back,
^Whose wreathed boughtes* whenever he unfolds,
And thick entangled knots adown does slack,
Bespotted as with shields of red and black,
It sweepeih all the land behind him far9
And of three furlongs does but little lack;
And at the point two stings in fixed are9
Both deadly. sharp9 thai sharpest steel exceedenfar.

But stings and sharpest steel did far exceed

The sharpness of his cruel rending claws :

Dead was it sure, as sure as death in deed,

What ever thing does touch his ravenous paws,

Or what within his reach he ever draws.

But his most hideous head my tongue to tell

Does tremble ;for his deep devouring jaws

Wide gaped, like the grisly mouth of hell.

Through which into his dark abyss all ravin* fell. . .

i Feathers.    2 Pleased.    a Folds.    * Plunder, prey.